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Against such accusations he had no unanswerable
defence. In his own conscience, he knew that the
whole tragic business had encased him gradually, and
that his honour had been compromised because he
had regarded it as dishonourable to run away. There
had been that fatal day in 1897 when Lord Loch had
persuaded him to accept the chairmanship ; all those
whom he had consulted had agreed that the several
properties of the London and Globe were perfectly
sound and that Whitaker Wright was in fact a
Napoleon among financiers; there had been the
ingenious plausibility of Wright himself and the con-
vincing facts and figures which he would produce to
banish doubt and to overcome hesitation; there had
followed those many years during which he had tried
to extricate himself from a position which he knew
was passing increasingly beyond his understanding,
always to be met with the argument that for him to
resign would create a panic upon the Stock Exchange
and that such desertion in the hour of difficulty would
be a betrayal of those who had invested their savings
owing to the confidence inspired by his name. The
outside world could know nothing of the subtle
gradations by which this cancer had caught him in its
grasp. He returned to Clandeboye broken in fortune,
in reputation, and in health.

Only a few days after his return he learnt that yet
another landmark in his life was about to fall The
Queen was sinking. On the evening of Tuesday,
January 22, she died. Owing to some error, the in-
vitation to St. George's Chapel did not reach him
until the last moment. He crossed to England at a
few hours notice and arrived at Windsor, exhausted